The Book is not the Word                                                                  11
Unsparing anything.
Which keeps him from me now.
Bow Vow. Bow Vow!
(The streak goes away.) Children, wrangling, sing.
Break the coconut Be the milk spilt Be splashed. These are ours Those are yours Divide. Let us Catch that lad I shall umpire. No, L No, No. only I Neither I nor you.
The streak is gone.
(They dash their heads and scramble for the bits.) Satpura: O! Children.
Why do you quarrel thus?
Is this Tirukkovalur?
Or, have I come adrift
Out of my course?
Children: Vile shame!
Quarrel we don't
We only act!
You have a wrong eye!
Satpura: I don't feel so. (To himself) How greet these children are! They sing of absolutes.
O! my children. Is it not true that I hear The festival sounds. The chant of Vedas, The temple music. And dance symbolic
of feet tapping the stops
upon a dais of dedicatee And a plane of conventions